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father and son then separated. Dawad Sheth returned to Durban.
Bhai Hussain, however, wanted to complete his education in Eng-
land,   But God had willed otherwise.   Suddenly Bhai  Hussain
started spitting blood.   His health went down badly.    Dawad
Sheth received a cable. He resigned himself to his fate. He knew
that Hussain would not come back unless he was seriously ill.
That relapse proved to be the last.  In Durban he was put to bed,
where he remained, never to leave it.   He was treated by the best
of doctors. The father turned into a nurse.   I have seen very few
fathers attending on their sons as this one did.   Hussain was to
Dawad Sheth as the very pupil of his eye.   He watched him day
and night. Never did he leave his side even for an hour. But human
effort is unavailing before fate.    Fate always walks two paces
ahead,1 and strides on so fast, that one can never overtake it.
Whenever I went to Durban, Congella became a place of
pilgrimage to me.  Once I saw tears in Hussain's eyes.  I asked:
"Is death so difficult to face, brother?"   With a smile, Hussain
replied, "I am not afraid of death."   Then, crying, "But I have
as yet done nothing whatever, I want ever so much to serve the
country,"   I tried to console him, saying, "Bhai, you have done
much indeed for the country.   If India was to produce young
men like you, her condition would change for the better this very
day. Even if you die, to me you will always be alive. The body
will perish, it has ceased to be of service.  But the soul is im-
mortal.  Personally, I believe that you will come to possess a more
splendid body and will be able to render better service to India."
But this was no consolation to him.   He could be sure, so to
speak, of that alone which was already in his hand. He wanted
to achieve more in this very life.   Had he yet done anything to
show the miraculous power of truth in him?   How much could
he do now?   Hussain's funeral was attended as no other funeral
in South Africa has ever been.  In an instant, there were thou-
sands of Indians on the spot.   Muslims, Hindus, Christians, all
attended in large numbers.  No one had gone to persuade them.
They went of their own accord on hearing of the death. Hussain
proved in the hour of his death that the children of India, Hin-
dus, Muslims and Christians, are all one people. On Tuesday, there
were no distinctions.   People big and small, Madrasis, Bombay-
itcs, Colonial-born Indians, all turned up to pay homage to the
memory of a jewel of an Indian. -Special trams emptied themselves
in front of Mr. Dawad's bungalow.  Indian shops remained closed
1 A Gujarati saying for: "Who can control iiis

